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THE FAITHFUL DEPARTED. 

TNFINITE pleasure, melody deep 

■*- Theirs are ever who once did weep ; 

They rest, they pray, they joy, they praise 

With holiest chant, or with love's soft lays. 

The souls of the Saints are as crystal and gold. 

Which Angels in ardent affection behold ; 

We will long, my heart, when thy Sittings are past, 

To dwell where the blest tell of Homes that last. 



DEATH AND LIFE. 

T IFE and death here meet in strife, 
-■-^ Deathless Life is There ; 
Life to death must yield her breath, 
Life past death to share. 

Life from death recalls her breath, 
Life through Death to share ; 

Death to life must yield in strife. 
Life, the LIFE, is There, 

B 



LOVE AND JOY. 

TT7HILE I live I love, 
* " Love is all my joy ; 
Like the Life Above, 
Love is my employ. 

While I love I live 
To employ my love ; 
Only love can give 
Joy like joy Above. 



THE GOOD OBATORLAN. 

TTIS soul is all for Jesus, 
-^-■- An Oratory blest ; 
And thus its sev'ral functions 
In fulness are exprest. 

His heart a holy altar, 

His will, the priest that stands 
To make each day oblation 

Of self, as God commands. 



THE GOOD OBATOETAN. 

Love, with our Lobd uniting, 
Completes the sacrifice ; 

For how save by Chbist's merits 
Can life to God arise P 

But what the priestly vestments ? 

A true humility 
Most meet for earthly service, — . 

And spotless purity. 

Then like to flowers soft blooming, 
On that side and on this. 

Are joy, and hope of glory 
In Heav'n's eternal bliss. 

In Chbist His Incarnation 
True faith which trust invites ; 

High intellect's submission, — 
These are the two great lights. 

A constant contemplation 
Of Calvary's sweet grace 

Is aye the Cross so golden 
Within the sacred place. 

Most perfect adoration 
Of Christ, Eternal Word, 

Will rise, as richest music. 
In worship of Heav'n's Lobd. 



4 OUR WORLD. 

Desires to God ascending, 
Pure incense in His sight, 

Not vainly these mount upward 
Tow'rd Angel censer blight. 

For alms are intercessions ; 

The altar steps are three, 
Confession and repentance. 

With absolution free. 

Last Cometh benediction, 
The soul's assured release. 

Her sen^e of consolation. 
The Paraclete's sweet peace. 



OUR WORLD. 

rpHIS lower world, though fall'n, I may not dare 
-*■ despise 

Whilst longing for my other Home beyond the skies. 
Because my dearest Lord from hence to Heav'n as- 
cended. 
Here His great Passion having both begun and ended, 
That, were it only that, should make our earth to me 
A fForld for loving with most deep intensity. 



OUR WORLD. 5 

To think how on this ground we often gaily tread 
The blessed Christ with tears in praying bowed His 

Head ; 
To know that from the briars we lightly push aside 
Was formed a crown He wdre the very hour He died, 
Which even now may look like thorns aU glorified ; 
To think that on such rocks as those we clamber o'er 
He lay at birth, and when He could not suffer more ; 
To know that in the fialds like those where we have 

walked, 
Our Saviour with His faithful followers sometimes 

talked ; 
Or on the beach with fishing nets and boats and sand 
Put forth to men His doctrine so sublimely grand ; 
Then in a little ship, just launching on the wave. 
Lessons of endlfess love and holiest virtue gave 5 
Or yet still more, that in a garden like to ours 
Christ stood as Lord victorious o'er infernal powers, 
First having, for our soul's inestimable gain. 
Toiled up a hill of earth to bear His dying pain ;— 
These memories, each marvellously tender. 
Ask me some grateful feeling tow'rds our world to 

render. 
Surely, Earth, thou art most good for such as I, 
Since thou hast known a Bethlehem and Calvary. 
I love thee. Earth, I love thee very much indeed ; 
An altar once, whose Victim did so sweetly plead 
That lowest sinner with the Highest God Above 
Was straightway joined for ever in a perfect love. 



6 OUR WORLD. 

A cradle hast thou been so pure and wondrous fair 
That blessed Angel viewing it through radiant air, 
And forthwith telling down below his wondrous story, 
The heav*nly multitudes descended out of glory, 
O'er thy dark night, dear World, all praise and song 

outpouring. 
To light thee just one hour with joy of their adoring. 
And then at last, O Earth, thou didst become a throne. 
On great Ascension Day, whence grace majestic shone 
Through ev'ry sphere; a throne from which. His bless- 
ing giv'n, 
Christ, being worshipped, went nobly up to Heav'n. 
Ah, World redeemed, where dwelt the human Life 

Divine, 
No common passing homage truly should be thine ; 
For thee I therefore breathe an ardent aspiration ; 
Because thou art through Death the place of my sal- 
vation. 
May God hereafter, by some mighty purifying. 
Make thee in endless years the home of life undying. 



THE HYMN OF THE PLANETS. 

rilHOU First and Last, Thou only Cause 
-■- Original of starry fires. 
Creator of creation's laws. 

Our burning worlds Thy truth inspires. 

Enkindled from the Living flame 
We with its grand effulgence shine, 

And whence our ardent course proclaim 
Before celestial orders nine. 

Thron'd on Archangels' radiant gold 

Thy Will primffival bade us be. 
Our spheres along their orbits roU'd 

With powers of heav'nly harmony. 

Reigning in central sov'reign light 

Thy Word, Eternal Deity, 
Before enraptur'd Cherubs' sight 

Bid us blaze forth in majesty. 

* Transcendent Point,' whence downward streams 

An all-illuminating grace. 
To fill with empyrean beams 

Love's circle in unbounded s^ace \ 



8 AN EMBLEM. 

Grand Cone of beauty, Thine the curve 
Our bright ellipse describes on high ; 

We bend our wills Thy Will to serve 

As move our globes through sapphire sky. 

And while revolving still we sing 

A hymn magnifical to Thee, 
To whose one Brilliance we would bring 

Adoring light perpetually. 

^ Our lustrous songs Thy glory praise. 
Our splendours thus their Maker own ; 
Parted from perfect white, our rays 
Purely aspire to form Thy Crown, 

Thou One in Three, Thou Three in One, 
The Pathee, Christ, and Holy -Ghost, 

To Thee be grateful homage done, 
By us and by Thy countless host. 




AN EMBLEM. 

IS tow'rd the evening, and the western sky 
Has hung its ruby curtains up on high ; 

n bed the sun's last rays prepare^ 
itfle be waits a bride such couch to share 



AN EMBLEM. 9 

He robes his splendour in a vest of fleece, 

Then bids each sighing wind to be at peace. 

She comes, how pure, the empress of the night ! 

Dares now her lord, her lover and her light, 

To claim his queen with hot and eager haste ? 

That lofty beauty, soft and calmly chaste, 

Descends not yet, but such his rich hope's glow. 

And such perfection does her radiance show, 

That even as he sleeps, his dreams to grace 

He sees the vision of her virgin face. 

And she the while, like guardian saint on high. 

Watches the slumber of his closM eye ; 

Then when he rises, and her form is gone. 

He will pursue her till the day be done. 

Ah, life, bow like to thee ; with all thy pride 

Some one great gift is ever still denied. 

Perhaps in sleep we clasp it for our own. 

Till morning breaks upon a fancy flown. 

Poor tale soon told ! but Christian faith can see 

Far higher type our Sun and Moon may be. 

A virgin chastity, with pure affection, 

Borrows her beauty from Divine reflection. 

And straight enamoured of celestial light 

Seeks for her Bridegroom through this life's long night, 

UntU, the everlasting morning giv'n. 

She loses longing in the embrace of Heav'n. 
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THE LAMENT OF THE LOST. 

T? VEE, what for ever 
-■-^ Here in this pain, 
Never, never, never, 
To smile again ? 

Never, never, never 

In ease to lie, 
Living, living ever 

Only to die ? 

Constant and eternal 

Need the worm be ? 
Horror, woe infernal 

Are these for me ? 

Weeping, salt tears weeping 

Brine from my eyes, 
Shall they ne'er know sleeping, 

Nor blest sunrise P 

Anguish, groans of anguish 

Eound me in hell. 
Must, O must I languish 

Where such sounds dwell P 



THE LAMENT OF THE LOST. 11 

Madness, fearful madness 

Threatening my heart, 
Will this deep dark sad^ess 

No time depart ? 

Fiends, fierce fiends contending, 

Can ye not cease ? 
Always my breast rending. 

Is there no peace ? 

Devils, devils prowling 

My flesh to tear, 
Your near, nearer howling 

I will not bear. 

Flames on all sides turning. 

But without light ; 
Furnace-tortures burning 

Scorch out my sight. 

Black fix'd remorse staring 

Through awful gloom ; 
Conscience still declaring 

Her hopeless doom. 

Thirst, thirst, and for drinking 

A fiery lake, 
Whose hot foul waves stinking 

No thirst can slake. 



^ 



12 THE LAMENT OF THE LOST. 

Sorrow, endless sorrow 
Thou wilt not pass ; 

My night has no morrow, 
One long Alas 1 

* 

And would that thus crying 
These cries of pain. 

Ah, would that thus sighing 
Midst hell's disdain. 

Would this served, contenting 

Justice on High, 
Though long unrelenting 

Ages went by ; 

But to feel loss, losing 

The Life Above ; 
My own, my own choosing 

To lose that Love. 

The loss of that Vision 
Which they have There ; 

My own, own decision, — 
Here is despair. 

Loss, loss my condition. 
Goodness all lost ; 

Thou gulf of perdition 
Where I am tost I 



THE SOUL QUESTIONED. 13 

Horrible election, 

Most evil lot, 
Infinite dejection, 

Where God is not. 

From His great Face banished 

Beyond recall ; 
Mercy's last ray vanished, — 

I have lost all. 

This is reprobation. 

None may condole ; 
Uttermost damnation, 

Lost, lost my soul ! 



THE SOUL QUESTIONED. 

• 

1ITY child, give ear, — Where hast thou often been ? 

I've gone with prayer before the great Unseen, 
With penitence before Thy Cross, O Christ, 
Witt joyful hope to blessed Eucharist. 

Again, dear soul, I will thou tell me now. 
Yea, on this very nightfall, where art thou ? 



14 A CHEISTMAS LAY. 

I am not where I should be, Lord, I owd, 

I might have come much nearer to my crown, 

Perhaps, perhaps had I but faithful proved, 

I might have reached the Land my heart has loved. 

Where am I ? Loed, Thou know'st in doubt and fear, 

Still hiding nakedness that must appear 

Full often to my shame, and still on ground 

Too low, because Thy grace doth so abound. 

Once more, poor soul, consider well, say where 
Hereafter thou wilt be, if thou dost dare. 

Ah, how can I make answer ? not one word 
Of confidence have I to utter, save, O Loud, 
There are fair mansions in Thy Father's Home, 
Also the Spirit and the Bride say, " Come !" 
Where Thou art, there. Lord, shall Thy servants be ; 
Have mercy. Lord, in mercy deal with me. 




A CHEISTMAS LAY. 

TN Nature two, in Person one, 
-^ All glory be to God the Son ; 
Good-will and peace, one grace in twain. 
The Christ Lnmanuel brings again. 



A CHBISTMAS LAY. 15 

In essence God, th' Eternal Word, 
In substance Man, one Christ ador'd ; 
Join Heav'n and earth, join both in one, 
All glory be to God the Son. 

For ever One, for ever Two, 
The Man in God give praise unto ; 
Godhead from Manhood ne'er shall sever, 
Laud we the Two in One for ever. 



A CHRISTMAS LAY. 

I^EWS, good news, this midnight brings ! 
•^^ Pastors, mothers, infants, kings. 
Hear you each, and hear you all. 
Our chief Shepherd's Christmas call. 

Came the Angel of the Loed, 
Spoke he of the Babe ador'd ; 
Brightly shone the heav'nly light 
Where the flocks lay, watch'd by night. 

" Fear not !" said the angel first. 

Suddenly a chorus burst 

Into richest praise, and then, 

** Peace on earth, good-wiU to men." 



16 A CHBISTMAS LAY. 

Gleams the star on Mary's breast, 
Jesus gives the pilgrims rest ; 
Shepherds tell their folded sheep 
Cheist the little lambs will keep. 

Hay and straw all golden shine, 
* Stable is a court divine ; 

Joseph worships, wise men bring 
Three-fold gifts to new-bom King. 

Ox and ass by manger throne 
Deity in Infant own ; 
Star sublime, thy story tell 
Where the sons of glory dwell. 

Swaddling-bands have broken chains, 
Birth hath loos*d of death the pains ; 
Virgin brings forth first-born Son, 
Thus the happy tidings run. 

Orient Star to set no more. 
Cast thy rays from shore to shore ; 
Beam to bid the darkness fiee ; 
Shine for all eternity. 
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A GBEAT DESIKE. 

rilHE Love Divine and Heav'nly without birth, 
-■- The human Love once bom for us on earth, 
The Love which, seeking love, for it would die, 
The Love complete which lives eternally. 
The Love all passionless midst adoration, 
The Love in grief intense and deep prostration, 
This Love I covet, — fond affection here 
Just shows a glimpse of something passing dear ; 
I want the, deep reality it paints, 
I want the Love that Jesus gives the saints ; 
It surely would be mine were I less cold ; 
Yet those who tale of such pure Love have told. 
Say that like love which maiden hearts embrace, 
'Tis ever first to offer its rich grace. 
Then love me into love, my Lover blest ; 
The lower love which dwelt within my breast 
Through years long past, this I most gladly lose. 
And better part with happy Mary choose. 
I would to holy virgins join my vows. 
And gain such union with their Heav'nly Spouse, 
That on the Mount where harpers raise their voice, 
I may, accepted in my earthly choice. 
Found free from guile, and thenceforth free from fault, 
EoUow the Lamb beneath the crystal Vault. 

c 
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A VIGIL. 

T\0 not disturb them, they are weeping, 
-*-^ The happy sisters there ; 
Do not disturb them, they are keeping 
A night of watch and prayer. 

Within this chapel they are saying 

A Miserere true : 
God grant us that their fervent praying 

May be for me and you. 

I thought I saw a faint light burning 

The lovely piers among, 
As you from travel were returning, 

And I came back from song. 

Do not disturb them, they are weeping. 

Such happy, holy tears ; 
And not far oflf the dead are sleeping. 

The loved of other years. 

I think that I too must be kneeling 

Outside on common ground ; 
Whilst moonbeams toward the altar stealing 

Their better heav'n have found. 



A VIGIL. 19 

For on virginity's chaste treasure 

Will rest God's purest light ; 
But we who come from earthly pleasure 

Must tarry out in night. 

Not midst the beauty round us shining 

Beneath the moon's gold rim. 
But where deep shadows are reclining 

Under the archway dim. 

Do not disturb them, they are placing 

Their lips upon the floor ; 
And one with tender hand is tracing 

The Cross her Savioue bore. 

Then surely I too will be kissing 

The earth on which I kneel, 
My foolish human pride dismissing ; 

Such ardour should I feel 

For Him Who set His footsteps often 

Upon our hard, cold sod, 
That He our harder hearts might soften, 

And teach the way He trod. 

I too will make the Sign so holy, 

And wet it with my tears. 
For Him, the great Cross-Bearer lowly. 

Who wept in other years. 



20 A VIGIL. 

Ah look, bow very bright they glisten, 
Those seven stars in the sky ; 

What calmness all around,— but listen, 
Whence is that melody ? 

It must be very sacred singing 

Up in the radiant Heav*n ; 
The grand celestial bells are ringing, 

Some sinner is forgiv'n. 

Do not disturb those sisters kneeling ; 

Their fervent prayers have striv'n. 
And so in Glory chimes are pealing 

For sinful soul forgiv'n. 

yet again, I hear another 
Rejoicing in Heav'n's dome ; 

Some brother, aye, some Christian brother. 
Most surely is * safe Home.' 

1 saw their way two white clouds winging, 
Full east, like flags unfurl'd ; 

I thought they must be Angels bringing 
Our brother from this world. 

Do not disturb them, they are kneeling. 

The holy sisters there ; 
To you and me this night revealing 

Their light of love and prayer. 



^ 
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THE 0UTREPA88E8. 

T F we knew how they live in the land of the loved 
-* ones departed, 

If we felt that they were not for ever so far, far away ; 
Could we tell that as oft as aflfection towards them is 
darted, 

Not a longing or kiss, aspiration or wish went astray ; 

Ah ! 'twere nothing, the vail of the clouds and the 
mists of the morning ; 
'Twere but little the shades of the evening and dark- 
ness of night ; 
They would hear us, our darlings, — their azure with 
golden adoniing 
Would be pierced by our hopes, and our sighs might 
be breathed in their light. 

Shall we doubt it, or fancy this craving of nature de- 
nied us ? 
Can we image, though faintly, these joys in our 
waters below ? 
It is surely that wisdom far higher than ours is beside 
us. 
And the shadows we gaze on celestial realities show. 



22 A FAmiwnx. 

O tbe bemat]r, the wirmtk, tbe cxquishe peace of 
beliefing 
There is truest eomnmnion Aboie with the souls I^ 
on earth; 
We will lose not one moment of bliss hj too coldly 
receiTing 
Consolation so sweet, and a faith of such infinite 
wortL 



A FAREWELL. 



4 DEEU, dear Earth, I'm going for away, 
-^^ I'm dying, but for thee in death I pray ; 
Thou hast been good to me these many years ; 
My joys, my griefs, my loves, my hopes, my fears. 
They all have passed within thy large embrace. 
My home through life, and soon my resting-place. 
With baby hand I used to pluck thy flowers ; 
I've watched thy shining and thy weeping hours, 
I've heard thy storms with awe, and trod thy snow ; 
Can there be purer white where I shall go ? 
I've climbed thy mountains and thy rocky falls, 
Entered thy caverns and thine icy halls; 
I've tossed amidst the foam upon thy waves; 
I've knelt beside thy consecrated graves; 
I've danced upon thy turf, or stood to view 
Tbe deep intenseness of tby distant blue ; 



A QUAINT DITTY. 23 

Thy woods and bright rich fields I've walked among, 

And listened to the music of thine evensong ; 

I've seen thee moonlit, and in autumn time, 

These are far lovelier beauties than thy prime. 

Thou dear old Earth, farewell, I would not stay, 

Yet in departing, for thy peace I pray. 

When immortality has grandly come 

Perhaps I shall revisit thee, my home ; 

Perhaps when past are all thy sobs and frowns, 

I shall behold thee as a world of crowns, 

Not won and lost again, but all eternal, 

Fashioned from pattern in the Eealm supernal ; 

Our Father grant it may be thus — till then 

O be thou blest with great and holy men ! 

Bear better children than to thee I've been, 

In rosier summers than I've ever seen ! 

Waft upward singing more and more like Heav'n, 

Wear more the aspect of a world forgiv'n ! 

A stronger virtue be it thine to raise, 

And now and aye to give thy Maker praise ! 



A QUAINT DITTY. 

TTEEE there is day, 
-'--*- But also night ; 
Light will not stay. 
Day fades Arom sight. 



24 A QUAINT DITTY* 

Here there are joys, 
But also tears ; 

Fear's gloom destroys 
Joy's brightest years. 

Here there is ease. 
But also pain ; 

Vain cares displease. 
Ease thus is slain. 

Here there is love. 

But also loss ; 

Crosses that prove 

Love's gold hath dross. 
• 

Here there is life. 
But also death ; 

Breath spent in strife. 
Life soon pass^th. 

Here for Heaven's Home 
Eight sore long I ; 

My time must come. 
Home then I'll fly. 



i 
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THE HOLY ANGELS. 

QHINE radiantly, great Servants of the Lobd ! 
*^ Ye may not in your beauty be ador'd, 
But to your state such homage I would bring 
As shall be pleasing to our Heav'nly King. 
I love to think you fair, I love to know 
Your life complete ; I love my love to show 
By all the ways I can, in thought to see 
Your brows enwreathed with flaming brilliancy ; 
And specially, my Guardian, I delight 
In fancy on thy form to fix my sight, 
Since eyes like mine could not endure the lustre 
Which bids all beauties round thy bosom clustei". 
The smile of innocence is counted sweet. 
And smile of welcome, parted ones to greet ; 
More exquisite the smile of life's last ray ; 
Yet even this and aught I could portray 
Of purest, tend'rest, needs must lose its grace 
Before the smile upon thine Angel face. 
Now Happiness, I see I know thee not. 
And Pleasure, thou hast never»been my lot, 
For there is happiness, for there is pleasure 
So absolutely fuller without measure. 
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k CORPSE. 

TTTrrHIN this chamber there is deepest sleeping, 
* ^ Upoa this couch repose you cannot break ; 
The Body has been giv'n to such sure keeping 
That not for time nor sound will it awake. 



A Corpse is here ; and how well worth our feeling, 
By entering where it lies upon its bed, 

The calm which these last hours alone revealing 
Reserve in deepest reverence for the dead. 

I think it is most good to hide our faces. 
And on our knees a little while to stay. 

Ere yet the care for burial-rite displaces 
The smallest thing about that form of clay. 

You must not fancy you have power of knowing 
What rest can be on earth, unless you go 

Where death his greatest boon has been bestowing. 
The one complete tranquillity below. 

For death is here, His messenger Who sayeth, 
*f Come unto Me, and I will give you rest ;" 

So in the lovely languor she displayeth. 
We feel serenity hath done her best. 




A COBPS£. 21 

Delay attends upon the long, long slumber, 
Which a departed soul has left behind, 

That visitants Angelical may number. 
And treasure up the graces there they find. 

It all is something so intensely holy, 

I needs must shut my eyes and bow my head ; 

This Corpse lies low, and God is with the lowly, 
God dwells in peace, and peace surrounds the dead. 

Thus here it is that death by silence teaches 
A lesson life should seek sometimes to learn ; 

There's not a heart but what death's lesson reaches. 
That back to better life we may return. 

Now come with noiseless awe and touch this coldness, 
Eise softly from your place beside those feet. 

And then upon the brow with gentle boldness. 
Lay such slow kiss as for the dead is meet. 

That cold for me has virtue worth receiving, 
Therefore I thank the flesh my lips have prest. 

Because it brings straight home to my believing. 
Life is a fever God would cure by rest. 

Closed are the eyes in patient expectation. 

And exquisitely quiet are the hands 
Which woo us by their folded resignation. 

Thus to resign our souls when God commands. 



28 A CORPSE. 

These features, in their purity how winning, 

Those fair and placid limbs stretched out in death, - 

Here is portrayed a symbol of beginning 

The life unstained, and given with yielded breath. 

This pallor soft, this chill with whiteness blending 
Is hallowed by Divine love's latest glow, 

And thus it seems quite near to heav'n ascending, — 
Ah glorious sunset upon mountain snow ! 

A distant beauty, O how much above me. 
Exalted, having first been brought down low ! 

If any should be left on earth who love me. 
They surely will not grieve when I am so. 

Now I would say farewell, thou just-forsaken. 

One fond adieu, ere lingering decay 
The charm from off thv tender cheek has taken, 

Or thy faint smile like twilight fades away. 

Yes, but the ear of death hath no more hearing. 
Voice cannot answer, all is very still ; 

'Twere vain to speak aloud my thoughts endearing, 
I must be hushed before God's perfect Will. 
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THE DESERTED ONE. 

A SOUL that dwells in darkness, 
Or with a doleful light 
That more and more is passing 
Into a starless night. 

A soul that dwells in stillness, 
A stillness like the tomb, 

For hope ne*er breaks the silence 
Within that shrouding gloom. 

A soul that knows not weeping, 
That utters not one cry. 

No whisper, not the faintest. 
Breathed in such misery. 

A soul where thickest vapour 

Of icy chill is felt, 
Thought stagnant and unloving, 

No warmth has reached to melt. 

A soul in heavy fetters. 
Yet not in doubt or fear. 

But fixed without a struggle. 
For blank despair is near. 
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A soul past all communion, 

That feels itself alone. 
As though no power created 

Could help where it is gone. 

But even very weakness, 
If God will give it strength. 

Can grapple close with Satan, 
And make him yield at length. 

I therefore, soul, embrace thee 
O'er-mastered by thy foe, 

I cannot bear to leave thee 
In this thine utmost woe. 

Perhaps it was thy sinning 

Which thus hath brought thee down ; 
Perhaps it is thy trial, 

And yet may prove thy crown. 

Our God He only knoweth, . 

But this He tells my heart, 
** That poor one is thy brother. 

Do thou a brother's part." 

I will, I will by pleading 

The merit all Divine, 
Because I have no merits 

Which can be called mine. 
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Then what I may I bring Thee, 

Such is Thy law, O Christ, 
And all before Thine Altar, 

With Holy Eucharist. 

Great Lord and Intercessor 

Behold the coming strife ! 
Be Thou towards us Almighty, 

Who wage a war for life. 

Accept my days of fasting, 

My watching nights of prayer, 
And suffer not my brother 

To perish in despair. 

I here give up my pleasures, 

Thy poor shall have their cost, 
And let not through temptation 

My brother's crown be lost. 

The grace of perseverance 

Will keep the fiend at bay ; 
Give me Thine Arm, dear Savioue, 

He shall not win the day. 

But now more fierce the battle ; 

But now more hard the fight ; 
More doubtful grows the contest 

For Christ's or Satan's right. 
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I fall in deep prostratioD, 
And clasp the blessed Cross ; 

I fear, I fear with anguish, 
My brother's endless loss. 

I feel that I am nothing, 
Thou, Lord, must be our All ; 

Alone in conflict mortal, 
On Thee for aid I call. 

The soul of any brother 
No sinner may redeem, 

Nor offer up a ransom 
Which can such work beseem. 

Have mercy, mercy, mercy, 
Thou Brother to us both ! 

Make haste, O Lord, to help us. 
Our Father hath been wroth. 

By Thy most sacred Passion, 
And by Thy Death and grave. 

By Thy Divine Ascension 
Make speed, O Lord, to save. 



Ah, Christ, Thou art all-gracious, 

My brother is set free. 
He speaks the Name of Jesus, 

And gains the victory. 
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THE PENITENT'S PRAYEE. 

TTTDE not. High Sun, for aye in gloomiest. night, 
-^•^ Because that I have sorely sinned, Thy Ray ; 
How can I live without Thee, Holy Light, 
If even with Thee I have gone astray ? 

Condemn me not to darkness yet, O wait, 
Perhaps I shall return, perhaps obey 
More like the Angels in unfallen state ; 
Beam forth again. Celestial Fairest Bay. 

I wiU, I will respond to Grace Divine ; 
I will hate sin and love the perfect way ; 
I will reflect Thee, if but Thou wilt shine, 
And once more cheer my sadness. Living Ray. 

Thou wilt, I praise Thee, I adore and bow 
Beneath the influence of the Heav'nly Ray ; 
O if this be so blessed even now. 
What the clear vision in Eternal Day ! 
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THE POWER OE DEATH. 

/^ AN there be one who would not feel 
^^ A sacred silence o'er him steal. 
If he should enter where is spread 
The fair white linen on the dead ? 
Can there be one who does not feel 
A holy .awe around him steal, 
So that devoutly he must kneel. 
When Cheist's own Altar is arrayed. 
And there the Death of deaths portrayed ? 
Such strength in life and none in death. 
Yet haughtiest men will hush their breath. 
And bend in Sacramental hours, 
Who care not for earth's living powers. 
Because one Man to die has willed. 
Men are by death in rev'rence stilled. 
One precious Soul departing left 
A Corpse, of all save God bereft. 
To be, through weakness overthrown, 
The noblest Thing that earth has known ; 
For while within the rock It lay 
Angels adored that Form of clay. 
Majestic there the Son, the Lord, 
i!6e TJDcreaie Eternal Word, 
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The Man DiviiSe Who yielded breath, 

And giveth life, gave also death ! 

Majestic there Christ conquering rested, 

And death with His own might invested, 

A force so great that it alone 

Can win the way to Heav'nly throne. 

O Death, if God's dear Son could choose 

Such lowness, I will not refuse. 

When comes the hour that I must die,- 

To welcome thy humility. 

We cannot marvel death should be 

Henceforth the grandest victory, 

Nor wonder living men allow 

That life before all death must bow. 

'Tis not for thought of their own tomb, 

*Tis not for fear of their own doom. 

But because. Life Divine laid down, 

Through death Christ reached His Glory's Crown, 

And by the way of that low portal 

We gain with Him our crowns immortal. 
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A SONG IN PARADISE. 

"D LESSING, honour, laud, and power, 
■*-^ Be His everlasting dower. 
Who hath saved and washed me white, 
Circling me with wreath of light. 

Anthem to the King of kings 
Happy child of Jesus sings ; 
Christ the Life of all the living. 
Thine be homage and thanksgiving ! 



Angel, bending by the Throne, 
Finished work of mercy* own ; 
Guardian midst my sin and pain. 
Death is past and death is gain ! 

Shout, the victory has been won. 
Glory be to God the Son ! 
Conqueror in battle mortal, 
I have passed day's golden portal ! 

Lord of Angels, thanks to THee 
For their holy ministry, 
And to them such grateful lays 
As shall still increase Thy praise. 
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Join in chorus, fill the sky. 
Harps of Heav'nly minstrelsy ; 
Nought shall aye from Jesus sever, 
I am Cheist's, and Christ's for ever ! 

To the One in Three a song 
From the vast celestial throng ; 
To the Three in One be love, 
For my crown laid up above. 

Worship, all ye radiant Host, 
Father, Son and Holy Ghost ; 
Trinity in Eealm Supernal, 
Unity in Bliss Eternal ! 

Now to God alone salvation. 
Ever higher jubilation. 
Loud and yet more loud laudation. 
All and always adoration ! 
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By the same Author, 
THE INTERMEDIATE STATE. A Poem. 

Dedicated (with pennission from himself) to the late Author of 
" The Christian Year.** Fcap. 8yo., cloth, is. 6d. 

'* The accomplished authoress treats sacred sal]{jects with reticence 
and delicacy, and thong^h gifted with a fertile fancy holds it in due 
subordination while touching upon sights and sounds which eye hath 
not seen nor ear heard. There will be many who will find in these 
pages food for devout meditation — kindlings of sweet memories of 
those that have gone before — incentives to hope such as that which 
is so admirably portrayed in the peroration of the poem.** — Englixh 
Churchman. 



GOOD SAYINGS FOR EVERY DAY IN THE 

YEAR. l8mo., 6d. 

" Daily texts are a common form of turning the Kalendar to account. 
This is a new variety of the same kind of discipline, which in this 
instance seems to be well and effectively done.** — Guardian. 

London : J. Masters, 78, New Bond Street. 



